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.< Back 'fore the sixties, I can ‘member my Mistress, Miss Sare Ann, 


Seal to de window an' hollerin', "De nismrers is arisin'! De niggers is 
artsin's De niggers is killin! all de white folks, killin''all de babies 
in de cradle!" It must have been Net Turner's Insurrection; which wuz 
sometime ‘fo de breakin' uf de Civil War, | 

I wuz waitin' on table in dinin' room an' dis dey dey had finished 
eatin’ caeiss an' I waz cleanin' off table. Don't you know I must have 


been a good size fal, 


| JOHN BROKN | 


Yes, I ‘member somethin~ "ooct hir too. “T know my Master came home 

an' gaid, dat on hia way - de gailows ole John étopred an' kissed a 
little nigger child. "How com! I don't ‘member? Don't tell me I don't 
‘cause I doe I don't care if ite done bin a thousand years ." I know 
what Master said an' it is aa fresh in my mind as it wuz dat day. Dis is 
de song I herd my Master sings 

Old John Brown came to Harpers Ferry aki 

Purpose to raise an insurreetion, : 

Qld Governor Wise put the specks upon his eyes 


An' showed him the happy lend of Caman. 


tole we dat de niggers atarted the redlroad, an’ det a / 7: 
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niccer lookin' at a boilin’ coffee not on a stove one day got the ides 


se 


dat he could eause it to run by putting wheels on it. Die nisger being 
a blacksmith put his thoughts into action by makin’ wheels an’ put coffee 


on it, an' by some kinder means he made it run an' the idea wuz stole 


~~ 


from him an' dey built de steamengine. 


RELATIONSHIP 


I wuz one slave dat de poor white man had his mateh, See Miss Sue? 
Dese here ol' white men said, “what I can't do by fair meana I'll do by 
foul.” One tried to throw me, but he couldn't. We tueseled an' knocked 
over chaire an’ when I sot a grin I scratched his face all to pieces; an 
dar wu% no more botherinz Fannie from him; but oh, honey, some slaves 
would be beat up 80, when dey resisted, cn’ sometimes if you'll ‘belled 
de overseer would kill yo'. Usa Colored women had to co through a nlenty, 


I tell you. 
MARRIAGE 


Elder Wiliiena married me in Miss Delia Nann's (white) parlor on de 
crater road. The house still stande. The house wuz full of Golored Provie. 
Miss Sue Jones an' Miss Molley Clark (white), waited on me. Dey took de 
lamps an' we walked up to de preacher. One waiter joined my han! an' one 
my husband's han', After marriage de white folks cive me a ‘ception; an', 
hone;, talkin! ‘bout a table--- hit wuz stretched clean isecai de dinin! 
room, We had everythin’ to eat you could eal] for. Wo, didn't have no 
common eats. We could sing in dar, an' dance ol' squar' dance all us choosed, 
nalhabhnalLord! Lord! I can see dem gals now on dat flo'; jes skippin' an' a 


trottin'. An' honey, dar wuz no white folks to set down an' eat 'fo you. 


WAR 


Now, Mise Sue, take up. I jes’ like to talk to you, honey "bout dem 
days ob slavery; ‘cause you lock like you wan'ta hear all 'bout 'eme All 
‘bout de ol! rebels: an’ dem ninrers who left wid de Yankees an' were gat 
free, but, noor thinss, dey had no place to co after dey got freed. Baby, 
all us wuz helpless an' ain't hed nothin’, | 

I ow free a lone time 'fo' I knew it. My Vietess still hired me out, 
"til one day in talkin' to de woman she hired me to, she, "God bless her 
soul", she told me, "Fannie yo' aré free,an' I don't have to pay your Mas~ 
ter for you now." You stay with me. She didn't give me no money, but let 
me etay there an! work for vitals an' clothes ‘cause I ain't had no where 
to go. desis, Jesus, God help us! Un, bm, Wn $ You Chillun don't know. 
I didn't say nothin’ when she wus tellin’ me, but done ‘eided to leave her 
an! go back to the white folks dat futef. own me, 

T plen' to ‘tend a biz dence. Let me see, I think it wus on a Thurs- 
dey night. Some ho. it tooken got out, you know how zals gill talk an' it 
zot to ol’ Bil Duffeye ears (ol! dos } an', baby do you know, mind you 
‘tuont’ elavery time, but de ‘omen got so mad cauee I runned away from her 
dat she get. a whole passel of ‘em out leoking for meg Dar wuz a boy, who 
heard ‘em talkin' an' sayin’ dey wuz goin! to kill me if I were found. I 
will never forget dis boy com' up to me while I wus danoin' wid another 
man en! sed, "nobody knowes where you ar', Mias Moore, dey is lookin' fer 
you, an! is gwine kill you, so yo'eome on wid me." Have mercy, have merey 
ny Lord, haha, you kin jes ‘magin' my feelin' fer a minute, I couldn't 
‘moves You know de gale an’ boys all got ‘round me an’ told me to go wid 
Squreball, dat he would show me de way to my cld Mistess house, Out we 
taok, an' we ren one straight mile up de read, den through de woods, den 


we had to go through a straw field, Det field seem’ Like three miles. 
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After den, we met another ekit of woods. Mise Sue, baby my eyes, (halhalfd) 
wuz bucked an' too if it is setch a thin!’ as being so seared yo! hair stand 
on yo' head, I know, mine did. An‘ dat wasn't all, dat boy dat me puffed 
an' sweated like bulls. Was feared to etop, cause we might have been 
tracked. 

At lnst we neared de house an' I started throwin! en de porch, 
Child I look an' heard dat white ‘oman when she hit det floos, bouncin' out 
dat bed she mus’ felt dat, I wuz comin! back to her. She galled all de men 
an' had tem throw a rope to me an! day drawed me up a piece to je window, 
den I held my arms up an' dey ematched me in. Honey, Squreball fled to 
de woods. I ain't never heard nothin’ "bout him. An’ do you know, I didn't 
leave dey ‘omen's house no more for fifteen years? 

Lordd Lordihoney, Squ@eball an' I use to sing dis song. 

"Twas 1861, the Yankees made de Rebels run 
We'll all fo stone blin! 
When de Johhy's come a marchin' home. 

Ohild an' here's another one we use to sing. ‘Member de war donB. 
bin wren we vould sine dese sonra. Listen now: | 
Ain't no mor€ blowin' of dat fom 
day horn ot : 

I will since, brethern, I will sing. 


Asgol! froety mornin’ de nicger's 
mighty rood 


Take your @x upon your shoulder. 
Nigger telk to de woods, 


9 
Ain't no mor' bilowin' of dat fouP 
day horn, 


I will sing brethern, I will sing. 
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SONG 
K@mo, Kimo, dar you are 
Heh, hog rump to pume did'dle. 
Set back pinkey wink, 
Come Tom Nipnecat 
Sing song Kitty cat, ean't 


You carry me o'er? - 


froi 


Up de darkies head so bold 
Sing song, Kitty, can't you 
Carry me Oler? | 
Sing Sonz, Kitty, can't yo! 


Garry me home? 


I waz at Pomelin an' de Yenkees an' Rebels were fightin" an' dey 
were wavin' the bloody flag an' a confederate soldier wuz upon @ post an! 
they were shootin! terribly. Guns were firin' aeenpaier 

All « eudden dey struck up Yunkeé Doodle Song. 4A soldier dame along and 
called to me, “ How far is it to the Rebels", an I honey, wuz feared to 
tell himg So, I said, "I d on't know", He called me again, Seared to 
death .t recoltent gittin’ behind the house an’ pointed in the dirsotion, 
You see, ef de Rebels knew det I told the soldier, they would have killed 
mes | 

Theses were the Union men goin!’ after Lee's army which nad don’ bin 
‘Pore dam to Appomattox. | 

‘The Colored regiment came up behind an' when they saw the Colored 
regiment they put up the white flag. ( Yg! 'menber ‘fo! dis red or bloody 
flag was up )e Now, do you know why dey raiged dat white flag? Well, 


honey, dat white flag wus a token dat Lee, had surrendered, 


Glory! Glory! yes, child the Nezroes are free, #n' when they knew dat 


dey weve free dey, Ohl Baby! began to sing! 


Mamy don't yo' cook no mo’, 

Yo! ar' free, yo' ar' free, 
Rooster don't yo!’ crow no, mo! 
Yo! ar' free, yo' ar! free, 

O1' hen, don't yo! lay no 20! ess 


Yo! free, yo! free, 


Sech rejoicins an' shoutin', you never he'rd in you’ life. 

‘Yea, I ean regoliect de blowzin' up of the Crater. We had fled, but 
I do know ‘bout the shellin' of Petersburg. We left Petersburg when de 
shellin' commenced an’ went to Pamplin in box ears, gettin' out of de 
way. Dem were atafed times too, cause you locked to be kilt any minute 
by stray bullete. Just before the shellin’ of Petersburg, dey vere sellin’ 
niggers for little nothin' herdly. 

Junius Broadie, @ white man bought some niggers, but dey didn "+ 


stay slave long, cause de Yankees came an' sot ‘em free, 


Interview of Mr. Onarles Crawley, Ex-slave 


~-- Susie Byrd ~ Petersburg, Virgini 
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THE STORY OF CHARLES CRAWLEY, EX-SLAVE 


God Rnowsy how old I an, fr. I know isf 1 wuz born ‘fore de 
war. 

Yes, I wuz a slave an‘ belonged to a family of Allen's in 
luenburg County, came here to dis Petersburg de s cond weék of 
Lee's surrender. 

My Marster and Mistess wuz good to me as er as all us 
slaves. Bey owned ‘bout fifty head of Colored People. All de work 
i did wuz to play an' drive cows, being only a ey worked around as 
chillun; doin’ dis, an' dat, little things de white folks would 
call me to do. 

Mareter Allen, owned my Mother, an’ sister too; we emigrant 
(emigrated) here, came to dis tow of Petersburg after Lee's sur- 
render, I mean you Toes de ending of de Civil tar. My mother, 
sister, and I came on down de road in a box car, which stopped out- 
side de outskirts; nit didn't go through de city. Yes, I know when 
de first railroads were built, de Norfolk and “estern an' de 
Atlantic Coast Line: dey wer®-run through Petersburg an' in dem dats 
it wuz called de Southern. ; 

Mis and Murs' Allen didn't want us to leave dat part of de 
Country to come to dis here place soja de road, but we comed our- 
selves to maike a home fo' ourselves. ‘Yell now, we worked here an' 
dar, wid dis here man an‘ dat man; by well, wid dirferent people ‘til 


we bought us selvee a home an' paid for it. Mother died right here 


in dis here house; twelve years ago, die comin’ March ‘leventh. I 


am yet livin' in dis same house, dat she an' us all labored an’ 


worked fo' by de sweat of our brow, an‘ wid dese hands, Lord! Lord! 


Child dem ae wuz some dajs. , me a a you "bout 
dis house.  Decgeaih® han wauens from a lady (Golored) name Sis 
Jackey, an’ ehe wuz sometimes called in dem da%s de Mother of Har- 
rison Street Baptis' Church. I refeon dis church is de ol'est one 
in Petersburg. 

O, yes, honey, I can ‘member when de Yankees came into die towns 
day broke in stores an‘ told all de niggers to go in an' git enything 
dey wanted. 

When slaves ran away t.ey wer’ brought dack to their Master and 
Vistess; when dey couldn't catch ‘em they didn't bother, but let ‘em 
go. Sometimes da slaves would go an' take up an' live at tother 
nlaces; some of ‘em lived in de woods off of takin’ things, sech as 


ae 
hogs, corn, an’ vegetables from other fofke farm. “ell, if dese slaves 
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one caught, dey wer’®-sold by their Hew Masters to go down pouth. Dey 
telf me dem Masters down South,’ wuz 80 mean to slaves ay weeks let 
‘em work dem cotton fields 41 dey fall dead wid hoes in dare hands, 
‘en would beut dem. I'm glad to say, we had good ciecad et 
There “akan auction block, I _ right here in Petersburg on the 
corner of Sycamore street and Bank street. Slaves were sustioned off 


to de highest bidder. Some refused to be splay dat/ I mean, "eried". 


Lord! Lord: I done seen dem young ‘uns fout ad kick like crazy fotka; 
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€hild it wuz, Mtiful to see em. Den dey would handeuff an‘ beat ‘om 


unmerciful. I don' like to talk ‘bout bic’ dar. It brun' a sad feelin' 


up me. If slaves ‘'belled, I done seed dem whip ‘em wid a strop cal' 


“cat mine taile." Honey, dis strop wuz ‘bout broad as yo’ hand, from 
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thum' to little finger, an' ‘twas cut in stripe up. Yo’ done seen dese 
whips dat they whip horses wid? well dey ale too. 

You sed somethin’ "bout how we served God. Um, um, child, I tell 
you jest how we use to do. se use to worship at different houses. You 
gee you would git a remit to go to dese places. You would have to show 
your remit. If de Pattyrcllers, caught you dey would whir yo'. Dats 
de wa' dey done in dem da's. Pattyrollers, is a gang of white men git- 
ting together zoin' through de country catching slaves, an’ whipping an' 
beatin’ ‘em up if dey had no remit. Marster Allen wouldn't ‘liow no 
one to whip an’ beat his slaves, an’ he would handle anybody if dey did; 
so, Marster's slaves met an' worshipped from house to house, an honey, 
we talked toy God all us wanted. 

You know we use to call Marster Allen, Colonel Allen. His name a 
Robert. He oak home general an’ a lawyer, too. =Hen, ie went to court 
any slave he said to free, wuz freed an‘ turned aloose. De white fo'ks 
as,well as slaves obeyed Murster Allen. 

‘Did you know poor whites like slaves had to git a pass? I mean, a 
remit like ae slaves, to sell anythin’ an" to go places, or do anythin’. 
Jest as we Eolored Feople, dey had to go to some big white man like 
Colonel allen, dey did . If Marster wanted to, he would give dem a remit 
or passian' if he didn't feel Like it, he wouldn't doit. It waa jes as 
he felt "bout hit. Date what made all feared him. O1' Marster wuz 
more hard on dem poor white forka den he wuz On UB niggers. 

I don’t know but two sets of white fofks slaves up my ways one ar 
name Chatman, an’ de tother one Nellovies. Dese two families worked on 
Allen's farm ae we did. Off from us on a plot called Morgan's lot, 


there dey lived as slaves jes like us @olored fo'ks. Yes de poor white 


man had some dark an’ tough ae like us poor niggers; I mean werl— 
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lashed an’ treated, sore of ‘em, jes as pitiful an' unmerciful. Lord! 
Lord! baby, I here yc young fo'ke will never know what slavery is, an‘ 
will never suffer se yor foreparenta. “0 God: Gods I'm livin’ to tel4_ 
de tale to yo', honey. Yes, Jesus, yo'’ve spared mes** 

For clothin' we werX-"Llowed two suits a year ~ one fer spring, an' 
one fer winter our #14 yo' had. De underclothes wer?.made at home. 
Yo' algo got two pairs of shoes an’ Sinaloa an* cap&. The white 
fofke or your slave ovnere would teach dom who could cateh on easy an’ 

a 


dey would teach de other slaves, an‘ dgts how dey kept all slaves 


i. 4 
clothed. Our summer hats werf-made out of plaited sia YndercKothes 


/ 


made out of sacke an‘ bags. 

We had plenty of food sech as a a butter milk, sweet 
potatoes in week dag, {fa ! Us f honey, suess dats why nigters don't 
like cornbread today; dey got a dislike for dat bread from back fofks. 

On Sunday we had biscuite, and sometimes a little extra food, which oi 
Nistess would send out to Mother fer us. 

Fer as I think, if slavery had lested » it would have béen pretty 
tough. Aa it oe some fared good, wiile others fared comzon. You know, 
glaves who «erf. beat an’ treated bad; some of dem had sturted gittin' to- 
gether an' killin' de white folks when dey carried dem out to de field to 
work. God is punishin' some of dem ol' suckers an' their chillun right 
now fer de wa / any use to treat, us poor Golored fo'k6e 

I think by Necro gittin' edueated he has profited, an’ dis here 
younger generation is gwine to take nothin' off dese here poor white fofks 


when dey don't treat dem right, cause now dis country is a free country; no 


glavery now. 
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Interview of Mrs. Minnie Fulkes - 459 © Byrne Street _ oy ‘ qi 
Petersburg, Virginia ? a 
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By -- Susue Byrd 
March 5, 1937 


I was born the twenty fifth of December and I am 77 years old. My mother 
was a slave and she belonged to Dick Belcher in Chesterfield County. Old Dick 
sold us again to Gelaspe Graves, ‘fembor now fifteen of mother's chillun’ went 
with her having de same master. 

Honey, I don't like to talk ‘bout dem times ‘cause my mother did suffer 
misert. You know dar ae an! overseer who use to tie mother up in ithe barn with 
a rope aroun’ her arms up over her head, while she stood on a block. Soon as dey 
got her tied, dis block was moved an' her feet dangled, yo’ knows @@uldn 't tech 
de flo'. 

Dis o}' man, now, would start beatin’ her nekkid ‘til the blood run dow 
her back to her heels. I took an' seed th' whelps an' scars fer my own self wid 
dese here two eyes. (this-wiip—she—netd, "was a whip like dey use to use on 
horses} it wuz a peice of leather ‘bout as wide as my han’ from little finger to 
thumbJ, After dey had beat my mums all dey wanted another overseer. Lord, Lord, I 
hate white people and de flood waters gwine drown some mo. Well honey dis man 


would bathe her in salt and water. Don't you kno* dem places wez a hurtin’. 


Um, um. 
x 
I asked mother , Waat she done fer ‘en to beat and do her so? She said, 

@nothin '* tother than she refused to be wife to dis man.” 

An‘ muma say, Le he didn't treat her dis way a dozen times, it wasn't 
nary une.” 

Mind you, now muma's marster didn't know dis wuz going on. You know, if 
slaves would tell, why dem overseers would kill ‘em. 


An’ she sed dat dey use to have mectings an' sing and pray an’ th' ol’ 


paddy rollers would hear dem, #0 to keep th’ sound from goin' out, slaves would 
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put a gra’ big iron po; at the door, an‘ you know some times dey would fer git 
to put ol’ pot dar an’ the paddy rollers would come an’ horse whip every las’ one 
of ‘em, jes cause poor soul§ were praying bo God to free ‘em from dat awful bondage. 

Ha! ha? ha! dar wuz one ol' brudder who studied fer ‘em one day an’ tol 
all de slaves how to git even wid ‘em. 

He tol’ tein to tie grape vines an' other wines across th’ road, den when de 
Faddy rollers come galantin’ wid their horses runnin’ so fast you see dem vines 
would tangle ‘em up an‘ cause th' horses to stumble and fall. An’ lots of times, 
badly dey would break dere legs and horses too; one interval one 01° poor devil 
got tangled so an’ de korse kept a carryin’ him, 'til he fell off horse and next 
day a sucker was found in road whar dem vines wuz wind aroun’ his neck so many 
times yes had chok ed him, dey said, 'f totely dead. Serve hen right ‘cause dem 
ol’ white folks treated us so mean. 

“ell, some times, you know dey would, the others of ‘em, keep going ‘til 
dey fin’ whar dis meeting wuz gwine on. Dey would come in and start whippin' an' 
beatin' the slaves unmerciful. All dis wuz done to keep yo’ from servin' Gody an‘ 
do you know some of dem devils wuz mean an' sinful ‘noughto say. “Ef I ketch vou 
here agin servin' God I‘ll beat you. You haven't time to serve God. “%e bought you 
to serve us. Um, um. 

Ged‘s gwine ‘rod dem wicket marsters. Ef hit ‘taint ‘em whut gits nit, 
hits gonna fall on deir chillun. 

In dem back days child, meetings wuz carried on jes like we do today, some - 
whatly. Only difference is the slave dat knowed th’ most ‘bout de Bible would tell 
and explain what God had toid him in a vision {yo' young folks say, "dream") 
dat dis freedom would come to pass; an’ den dey prayed fer dis vision to come to 
pass, an' dars whar de paddy rollers would whip ‘em ag‘in. 


Lord! Lord dey, pew! pew! pew! Baby, "I jes kno’ I could if I knowed how 
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30 
to write, an’ had a little learning I could put off a book on dis here situation. 
Yo' kno what I mean ‘bout dese way back questions yo? is a asking me to tell yo’ 
‘bouts; as fer as I can recallect in my mind. 

When Graves bought us, he sold three of us an’ three slaves. My brother an’ 
sister went down south. Muma sed to de cotton country an’ too, she say, “they were 
made to wrok in th’ cotton fields by their new marster, out in dem white fields in 
th' brawlin' sun from th’ time it breaked day ‘till yo’ couldn't see at night an | 
yes indeedy an’ if God ien't my right'ous judge they were given not half to eat, 
no not ‘nough, to eat. Dey wuz beaten ef dey ask'd for any mo'". 

As to marriage, when a slave wanted to marry, why he would Bes ask his marster 
to go over and ask de tother marseter could he take un te himself dis certain gal 
fer a wife. Mind you now, all de slaves dat marster called out of quarters an‘ he'd 
make ‘em line up see, stand in a row like soldiers, and de slave man is wid his 
marster when dis askin* is gwine on, and he pulls de gal to him he wantsjan’ de 
marster den make both jump over broom stick an’ after dey aie dey is prenounced 
man an' wife, both stayin’ wid same marsters (I mean ef John Marrs valite: John 

j 
stay wid his ol* marster an’ Sal‘ wid hers ,but had privileges, you know ike 
married folks; an’ ef chillun were Yiton all of ‘em, no matter how many, belonged 
to de marster whar de woman stayed. 

If I aint made a mistake, I think it wus in April when de wer surrendered 
an' muma an’ all ua wuz turned aloose in May. Yes dat ol' wench, a oj" heifer, 
oh child, it makes my blood bile when I think ‘bout it. Yee she kept muma igrunt. 
Didn't til her nuthing ‘bout being free ‘til den in hay. 

Den her mistess, Miss Betsy Godsey, tol’ her she wuz free, an' she (muma) 
coul' cook fer her jes th’ same dat she would give her somethingto eat an’ help 
clothe us chillun, dat wuz ef muma continual’ to sta wid her an' work. 

You see, we didn't have nuthin’ an‘ no whar to go, um,um,um 680 we all, you 


know, jes took en stayed ‘til we wuz able wid God's help to pull us selves ta— 


gether. But my God it wuz ‘ginst our will, but, baby, couldn't help ourselves. 


t 
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My fathers master tol’ him he could farm one haf fer th‘ tother an’ 
when time rolled ‘roun’ fer dem ‘viding crops he took an’ give to him hie part 
like any honest man would do. Ah, Lord child, dem wuz terrible times too, oh? 
it makes me shudder when I think of some slaves had to stay in de woods an‘ git 
long best way dey could after freedom done bin’ clareds; you see slaves who had 
mean master would rather be dar den whar dey lived. By an’ by God cpened a way 
an‘ dey got wid other slavee who had huts. You see, after th’ render no white 
folks could keep slaves. Do yo" know even now, honey, an’ dat done bin way bac’ 
yonder, dese ol* white folks think us poor colored people is made to work an’ 
slave fer dem, look? dey aint give you no wages worth nuthin’. Gal cook all week 
fer two an‘ three dollars. ow can you live off it, how kin, te yo"? 

My father waited on soldiers and after de s'render dey carried him an‘ 
his brother as fer as Washington D.C. I think we all use to say den, “ashington 
City.-Rint you done heard folke talk "bout dat city? ‘Tis a grade big city, 
daus whar de President of dis here country stay; an* in bac' days it wuz known 
as ‘vidin' lin’ fer de North an' South. I done hear dem white folks tell all 
"bout dem thingss dis line. As I wuz tellin’ you, hoe brother wus kept, but dey 
sent father bac’ home. Uncle Snencer wuz left in Prince “illiams County. All 
his chillun ar‘ still dar. I don*t know de name of Yankee who carried him off. 

Lord, Lord, Honey, dem times too over sad ‘cause Yankees took lote of 
slaves away an’ dey made homes,An' whole heap of families lost sight of each 
other. “I know of a case whar after hit wuz ten years a brother an' sister 
lived side by sida an’ didn’t know dey wuz blood kin.* 

My views ‘bout de chillun in dem bac’ days is dat dese here chillun 
what is now comin’ up is too pisen brazen fer mo. 

Nog jes lem me tell you how I did I marred when I wuz 14 years old. 
So help me God, I didn’t know what marriage meant. I had an idea when you loved 


de man, you an* he could be married an’ his wife had to cook, clean up, wash | 


an’ iron fer him was all. I slept in bed he on his sida an‘ T en wine fer 


ot 
three months an* dis eint no lie. Miss Sue, he never got close to me "cause 
? 
¢ 
} 
had. I ‘bey my muma, an’ tol’ him 80, and I said to go an‘ ask muma an’ ef she 


muma had sed Gfon't let no body bother yo" principle ‘cause dat wuz all yo' 


sed he could get close to me hit was alright. An" he an‘ I went to gether to see 


and ask muma. 

Den muma eaid “Come here chil lun, and she began tellin’ me to please my husband, 
an’ ‘twas my duty as a wife, dat he had marred a pu'fect lady." 

Dese here chillun don't think éf deir principle. Run purfectly wild. Old 
women too. Dey ain't all ‘em true to one, but have two. 

Jes what is gittin’ in t@ dis generation; is hit de worl * comin’ to an end? 

Ha! had ha! I goin ' tel' yo’ som'thin' else. 

T had a young man to come to see me one evenin' an‘ he sed dis to me, 
"48s Mopre" "Let me jin my fence to your plantation." 

I give him his hat. I say, "no" yo' go yo’ way an‘ I go mine. I wuz through 
wid him, an’ mind yo' I from dat da’ ‘til dis aint knowed what he wuz talkin’ 


‘bout an’ wuz ashamed to ask muma‘but I thought he insulted me." 


) 


I didn't never go to school. Had to work an’ am working now an’ when hit 
breaks good weather, I go fishing. And who works dat big garden out dar? No body 
but me." 

You know I'm mother of eleven chillun an' ‘tis seven living an‘ four of 


/ 


dem ded. 
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Interview of Mrs. Georgina Giwbs, Bx-alave’. - 


By -- Thelma Dunston hae %e 

Portsmouth, Virginia ie oe 

yanuary TS, 1957 i = 
a Ps 


Mrs. Georgina Giwbs, an ex~slave, eae 6 pt 707 Lindsey Avenue, Portsmouth, 
Virginia. The old lady marveled at the great change that has been made in the 
clothings, habits and living conditions of the Negro since she was a child. She 
described the clothing of the slaves in a calm manner, "All of de cloth during 
slavery time was made on de loom. My mastah had three slaves who worked in de 
loom house. After de cloth was made, mastah sent hit over town to a white woman 
who made hit in clothes. We had to knit all our stockings and gloves. We'd plait 
blades of wheat to make us bonnets. We had to wear wooden bottom shoes. Dere won't. 
no stores, so we growed everything we et, an' we'd make everything we'd wear." 

"We had a washing house. Dere waz five women who done de washing an' ironing. 
Dey had to make de soap. Dat wuz done by letting water drip over oak ashes. Dis 
made oak ash lye, and dis wuz used in’ making aoap. After de clothes had soaked 
in dis lye-soap and water, dey put de clothes on tables and beat 'em 'till dey 
wuz white." 

"Mastah give us huts to live in. De beds wuz made of long boards dat wuz 
nailed to de wall. De mattress wuz stuffed wif straw and pine tags. De only light 
we had wuz from de fire-place. We didn't use no matches, ‘stead we'd strick a 
rock on @ piece of steel. We'd let the sparks fall on some a Shecus 

"My mastah had 'bout five hundred slaves. He'd never sell none of his slaves, 
but he'd always buy more. Dat keeps de slaves from marrying in dere famblies. ‘hen 
yer married, yer had to jump over a broom three times. Dat wuz de licence. Ef mastah 
seen two slaves together too much he would marry them. Hit didn't make no difference 
ef yer won't but fourteen years old." 

"Work began at sun rise and last ‘till manbacnh When I wuz eight years old, 


I started working in de field wif two paddles to keep de crows from eatin' de crops. - 


\ 


we 
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Ye had a nalf day off on Sunday, but you won't ' lowed to visit. Sometimes de men 
slaves would put logs in de beds, and dey'd cover ‘em up, den dey go out. Mastah 
would see de logs and think dey wuz de slaves." _ 

"My father told me dere wuz once a mastah who aaa @ slave woman and her 
gon. Many years after dis, de woman married. One day when she wuz washing her 
husband's back she seen @ scar on his back. De woman 'membered de scar. Bt wuz 
de scar her nee had put on her son. 'Course dey didn't stay married, but de 


- 


woman wouldn't ever let her son leave her." 
Superstitions told by Mrs. Georgina Giwbs 
1. "Ef a dog turns on his back and howls', 'tis a sign of death." 


2. "Ef yer drops a dish rag on de floor and it spreads out, 'tis de sign dat 
a hungry woman is gwine ter come to yer house. Ef de rag don't spread out 
den @ hungry man is @ coming." 

%. "Ef a black cat crosses yer path going to de right, 'tis good luck. Ef 


de cat goes to de left 'tis bad luck." 


Ef a girl walks aroung wif one shoe off and one on, she'll stay single as 


many years as de number of steps she taken. 
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Interview of Mrs. Candis Goodwin 


Aged 80 
Cape Charles, Virginia 


yonder at Seaview, on ol* Masser Scott's plantation. Tain't fur f'om here. Yes, 
' reckon ah "bout six yeah ol' when de Yankees come, jes' a lil' niet you know. 

My whik people dey good tuh me. Cose dey gits mad wid you but dey don' beat 
non o* us3 jes' ack lak it. Why, ah was jes lak dey's chullun; ah played wid ‘em, 
et wid ‘em an’ eb‘n slep’ wid ‘em. Ah kinder chillish, ah paaee Had muh own way. 
Muh mommer, she wuck in de quater kitchen. She ain' ha'tuh wuck hawd lak some. Had 
it kinder easy, too. Jes' Jak ah tells yuh ah al'ys had my way. Ah gits whut ah 
wants an' efi'n dey don't gi' tuh me, ah jes' teks it. 
~~ No neber had no wick to do in dem days ‘ceptin' nursin' de babies. ‘Twas 
jes’ lak play; twan no wuck. Uster go ober to Nottingham’s tuh play, go long wid 
Vissus chillun, yuh know. 4h laks tuh go ober there cause dey has good jam an' 
biscuits. Ef'n dey dom gi' me none, ah jea' teks some. Dey don do nuttin’; jes’ 
say, “Tek yuh han* out dat plate". But ah got whut ah wants den. Why we chillun 
user hab a time ‘round 0l1' Missus' place. All us chillun uster git togeder an‘ 
go in de woods tuh play. Yes, de white oe black uns, too. De grea’ big whi’ boys 
uster go ‘long wid us, too. Know how we play? We tek de brown pine shadows an’ 
mek houses outer ‘em an‘ den mek grass outer de green uns. Den we go ober Missus' 
dairy and steal inything we want an‘ tek it to our houses ik de woods. Dem was 
good ol* times, ah tel yuh, honey. 

Tel yuh, whut ah uster do. Ah uster play pranks on 01° Masse@ Scott. An's 
regular 1il'* devil, ah was.Come night, ev’y body sit ‘round big fire place in 
living room. Soon it git kinder late, Massa git up outer his cheer tuh win’ up. _ 
de clock. Ah gits hin' his cheer ret easy, an' quick sneak his cheer fom un'er 

him; an' when he finish Ke set smck on de flow? Den he say "Dogone yuh lil’ 


J ae oa =e . hae ee Me ge te : eer ae ee " : ae i aes ony Mee 
~ cattin">ah gwan” switch yuh?" Ah jes* fly out de room. Won? eceared though cause 


dee 
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ah knows Massa won’ gon do noffin' ‘tuh me. 

What ah know ‘bout whippin’ . Well ah ain’ had uh whippin' inky life. But 
ah hear tel o' how dey whips um though. Yuh know dey uster tek dat cowhide an' 
cut ‘em till dey backs beeds. Some jes' lak see de blood run down. Better not 
ery neider. Mek yuh holler, “oh pray! oh pray? @owiantt say nottin' else. But 
Massa Scott neber had none dat kinder stuff on his place. He say tain't right. 
Didn't ‘low no paddyrollers ‘round eider. Say dey “trechous". Massa Nottin ‘ham 
neber had ‘em on his place neider. He didn' neber strike one o' ie whieeon's} no- 
body else better not neider. 

Honey, ah teh yuh ah growd jes’ as good's Any chil' in dis country. O1' 
Missus Scott gimnfe good clothes; cose ah didn't git ‘em mone twice a yeah, but 
dey's good when ah gits 'em. She gimmie Sis! diccebes Sis' one ob Vissue! Hite 
girls. An' de whi' chillun dey learn me how tuh read, too. Cose de whi! » folks 
din wan' yuh to learn. Ah 'member jes' as clare as yestidy how one dem chillun 
learn me how tuh read "“compress-i-bility". Thought ah was suppin' den! Ah kin 
read Bible 1i1% now but ah can! write; neber learn tuh write. 

Did ah eber go tuh church? Cose ah did! Went ret ‘long wid Missus' chillun. 
Had tuh set in de back, but dat won! aat bin, My mommer, she went tuh church too. 
Sometime de ol! folk uster git togeder in de quater-kitchen tuh shout an' pray. 
Dats where my mommer git 'ligion. She kinder tender Ses coulaa stan' dat: 
preachin' no longer. 

What ‘bout muh pappy? Dat's suppin'’ ah ain’ tol! yuh ‘bout. Well, yuh know 
uncle Stephen, he kinder overseer fo' some widow 'omans. He re husband. He 
come see muh mommer @ny time he gits ready. But ah fin' out he ain' muh peppy. 
Ah knowd dat since when ah's a lil' thin'. Ah uster go ovur tuh mass@ William's 


plantation. Dey tell me all 'bout. De folks ober dere dey uster say tuh me, 
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Who's yuh peppy? Who's yuh pappy?" Ah jes' say "Tuckey buzzard lay me an' de sun — 


hatch me" an! den gwan ‘bout my bixsiness. Cose all de time dey knows an! ah knows 
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too dat Massa Williams was muh pappy, Ah tell yuh suppin' else. Got uh brother 
libin' ret on dis here street; one demtoof doctors, yuh know,what pulls yer teef, 
Cose he's white. But tain't knowed 'roun! Seoul itso id mun him. He's a nice man 
though. Uster go tuh see muh sorman!' his wife, lots uh times. Yes dey's good frienlss 

Yes, dey had overseers. Sometime dey call dem stewards. Had colored uns too. 
Massa Scott had white overseers, good man though; but Massa Nottin'ham, he had big 
black boss on his place, pedes' Tneeae his name. He ain' had to git no p'mission 
tuh come tuh our place. He jes' come an' goes when he gitsa ready. 

Kin ah "member de war? Yes, indeed. ‘Member jes' lak ‘twas yestidy. Well 
dey had a stow down de conner f'om Messa's plantation, an! dejal'ys sen’ me tuh 
stow fo' tuh buy things. Uster go down dere,an' dem Yankees ie sittin!’ all ‘long 
de road wid dey blue coats; ret pretty sitej twas. But ah's sceard tuh deaf, when 
ah gits neah ‘em. Ah gits what ah wants f'om de stow, an' flys pass ‘em. Dem Yankees 
show had dey way. Dey went in all de white folks house; tek dey silver, an' inything 
dey big 'nough carry out. Jes' ruin Missus furniture; get up on de table an' jes' 
cut capper. Nasty things! Den de Yankees goes ‘round at night tek anybody dey wants 
tuh help 'em fight. Twas dey "Civil right". Got my Jake, cose &h neber knowd him 
den. He twelve yeah oller ah is. 

Lemmie tell yuh 'bout muh Jake, how he did in de war. He big man in dey war. 
He drill soldiers ev'y day. Firs' he be in one dem companies - Company "oO" ah 
bliebe. Den he wucked up to be sergent-Major, in de Tenth Regiment. Jacob Gedo 
his name was. He slog as look up tuh him an' ‘spect him too. See dat "Sowd" ov'in 
dat coner,’ dat 's de ve'y sowd he used in de war, an' ah kep' it all dese yeahs. 
No de soldiers neber did no fighting 'round here's &h know of, But plenty ob 'em | 
camped here, | 

My Jake, he hansome man, he was. ‘Member, how we firs' got togeder. We all 
was tuh church one Sunday, an’ Jake he kep' cidin' up to me. An' ah lookin’ at him 
outer de coner muh eye, till finally he come up an’ took holt muh han's.'Twas af't 
de war ah had eeu up. Ah was in muh early teens den. Dey say ah's de purtiet girl 


on de Shore. An' when Jake an' me got married, ev'ybody said, "You show meks a purty tes 
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couple." . ‘ 

De o1' Scott chillun what ah sone up wid? No, mone dem lef! now. Dey las! 
girl died heah las' yeah an' hur daughter come way down here fom up in Maryland 
tuh tell "An' Candis" ‘bout it. Wouldn'’ tell me sceard 'twould ‘cite me. But ah hea'd 
nur tellin’ my chil dere all 'bout it. O1' Massa Scott's chiilun, some dem, dey still 
comes tuh see me. Slip me some money now'n den, an’ suppin' ileal too. Dey's all 


moughty nice folks, dem Scotts is. 
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History of Ex-slave and Civil War Veter 
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S Charles Grandy was born February 19, 1842, in Mississippi. Thile 
i) aad 
v still an infant, he was brought to Norfolk. When the family arrived in 


. ee ~~ 
Norfolk his father was arrested on some pretentious charge, and the whole 


family was placed in prison. After their release , they were taken to a 
plantation near Hiekory Ground, Virginia, and sold. Slaves, at this time, 
were often taken to rural districts in carts, and sold to owners of plan- 
tations, as they were needed. Family life, friendships, and love affairs 
were often broken up; many times never to be united. 

a Following the general routine of slaves, the Grandy family was given 
a shanty; food and clothing was also issued to them, and had to last until 
the master decided to give out another supply. Usually, he issued them 
their Biome of food weekly. Often the supp ly was insufficient for 
their needs. 

Charles played around the plantation "big house", doing small errands 
until he reached the age of Pive, then his play days ended. While playing 
on the wood pile one morning, his master called him, "boy do you see this 

a grass growing along the side of the fence?” Well pull it al up." When his 
first task was finished, he was carried to the field to pull the grass 
from the young cotton and other growing crops. This work was done by hand 
because he was still tco young to use the farm dusienentes Now he want to 


his task daily; from early in the morning until lete in the evening. The 


nga 


long toilsome days complete ly exhausted the youngster. Often he would fall” 
asleep Before reaching home, and spend a good portion of the night on the 


bare ground. Awakening, he would find it quite a problem to locate his... 


"home in the darkness of nighte 


‘Ome 
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From the stage of grass pulling by hand, he grew strong enough,in a 
few years, £6 use the hoe rake and sickle. While attempting to carry out 
his masters orders to cut corn tassels with a large sharp knife, his elbow 
was seriously cut. He was taken to the house and treated, the application 
being chimmey soot, to stop the bleeding. After this treatment the arm 
was placed in a sling, and eventually became deforned from insufficient 
care. He was sent back to the fields to pick cotton, with ene free hand 
and his teeth, while painfully carrying the dies hand in the sling. Fail- 
ing to obey this command, he would have been given a whipping, or sent to 
the southlands. Sending slaves to the plantations of Mississippi and other 
southern states was & type of punishment all slaves feared. 

Slaves were not allowed much freedom of worship. The Yankee soldiers 
and officers played 4 great part in the slave's moral training, and religious 
worship. They secretly instructed small gatherings of slaves, at night. The 
points stressed most were, obedience and fie oul of stealing. There were 
some sections where masters were liberal in their views toward their slaves, 
and permitted them to worship openly. 

Slaves were allowed to have small quantities of whiskey, even during the 
days of their worship, to use fob aedsartal purposes. It was @ common occur- 
rence to see whiskey being sold at the foot of the hill near the churchyard. 

The news of war, and the possibility of Negroes enlisting as soldiers 
was truly 4a step closer to the answering of their prayers for freedom. Upon 
hearing of this good news Grandy joined a few of the others in this break for 
freedom. One night, he and a close friend packed a email quantity of Pood in 
a cloth and set out about midnight to join the northern army. Traveling at 
night most of the inet Sis were constantly confronted with the danger of 
patie recaptured. Successfully eluding their followers, they reached Ports- 


mouth after many narrow escapes. From Portsmouth they moved to Norfolk. Fi 
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Arriving in Norfolk, Grandy and his friend decided to take different roads 
of travel. Several days and nights found him wandering about the outskirts 
of Norfolk, feeding on wild berries, etc. While picking berries along a 
ditch bank, he was hailed by a Yankee soldier, who having come in contact 
with run away slaves before, greeted him friendly, and questioned him of 
his fone and of fie anoeiva of work, He was taken to camp and assigned 
as cook. At first, he was not very successful in his job, but gradually 
improvement was shown. He was asked what wages he would accept. It was 
such @ pleasure to know thet he had escaped the clutches of slavery, he did 
not ask for wages; but instead, he was willing to work for anything they 
would give him, no matter how emell, ag long as he didn't Raver te return to 
slavery. 

Within a short period he was given a uniform and gun; was fully enlist- 
ed 4s & soldier, in the 19th regiment of Wisconsin, Company E. Here he re- 
mained in service until November, 1862, after which time he returned to Nor- 
folk to spend some time with his mother, who was still living. While 
sitting in the doorway one day, with his Mother, he was again confronted with 
the proposition of reenlisting. He agreed to do so for one year, to serve 
as guard at Fortress Monroe. He remained there until the close of the War, 
offering brave and faithful services. 

Mr. Grandy is now ninty-five years old, residing at 609 Smith Street, 
Norfolk, Virginia. He is still able to attend the various conventions of 
Civil War Veterans. He can read, write, and has a Salli enswiedne of the 
Bible. His main interest is the organization of Negroes into strong groups. 
He enjoys talking about religion and is quite an interesting and intelligent 


person to talk with. 
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Interview of Mrs. Delle Harris | ‘tee. 
2 ~-E Byrne Street . | 


Petersburg, Virginia 
By -~ Susie Byrd A 
February 5, 1937 Ne ‘ | 
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I don't know sae how old I is. Muma sentyme to private school wid white 
chillun fo! one week. I was 13 years old at de time uh Lee's surrender. I belong 
to Peter or Billy Buek Turnbull Warrenton, N.C. Put this down. My mother and’ fami ly : 
all belong to Peter Buck as his slaves. We didn't work until after the war; then we 
came to Petersburg. I went to dancing school wid the white folks and can dance any 
} kind of dance sets. My father was a mush stenaps He belonged to John Carthan, in 

Warrenton, N.C. In dem days you had to take 2 Masters and Mistess' name. In slavery 

time when &@ slave married he had to ask his Moster and Mistess. ~~ 

"We never went to church. We used to hear de bells ringing loud, baby, yes, 
clear and strong. No, never seer), Sunday achool, and the first time I went ina church 
I looked all around, and baby, I thought dat I was in heaven. It wasn't long, Miss 
Sue, before I got 'legeon, and, yes, I sehen churals 15 years old I wuz. Never will 
forget the tine, or dat place. Den I lived here with an ant, muma's sister, who was 
named Kate Williams. Her husband wuz my uncle, and he worked and died at de White 
House in Washington City. 

"I don't know de name of de President he worked for, but you can find dat 
out on dem books. You know you young folks calls um records. 

"Yes child I'm proud of my age never gave no body no <ieuvies. 

I have 8 children dead and now only one son living. Peter Turnbull was good 
_to all his slaves, as far as I know. Mama was a, Goeke in slavery time. She died in 
Petersburg, yes, right here in dis hole. | 


"No mume neverowned any thing,always rented and aint never owned nothing but 


a, 


a paseo! of children. * ee | | © SS A ees 


Ny mume. was a _ geniune Indian. ‘Some people ey you veantt, om Indians. T don't 
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"When I use to be in dinging room service I would hear de white folks talk, 
and, do you know, Miss Sue you can hear a lot that way. | 

'‘Moster said he couldn't sell me 'cause I was so little, duet kept me fur to 
wait on de little chillun in de house. 

"Miss Sue, you'll have to give me something for telling you all dis here, if 
it eint nothing but &® horse cake. 

Tye seen lots of dis world in travel. Done bin to Baltimore City; done bin 
to Philigdelphia. 

"T aint gwine give you no more, gal. 


"Yes, to Lynchburg, den I worked at Mont Royal School, Baby , where Mrs 


McDaniel was manager. 

"The man gwine say, "dat woman bin some where." If I stayed long enough I 

mighte got some learning but I saved only one year. Got tired of that place. From 
- one season to another is a year,aint it? AR! Lord: 

"Young folks now adeys are suet fur-@ good time, and a good time too they have. 
Yes, Siree Bob! 

"Gwine stop now,Miss Sue, aint gwine give you no mo'. Man gwine say, Miss Sue, 
where in the devil did you get this stuf Gal, you are a mess. fou gonna write most 
all dat book sees, Davie: Go on now, dats nough. 

"In. dem days chillun were childun, now every body is grown. Chillun then were 
seen and not heard. When old persons came around muma sent us out and you eitier not 
be seen. Now every body,grown. Make the man laugh. 

'T've always enjoyed good health. Abver had a Doctor in np LS BSE even when 
my chillun wuz born. Dis rubbing when people got pain just rubs it in. Eating so 
much a late hours is cause you young folks dying. All mume ' chiitlun wuz gal thy. 

Food in dem days, yesymuma fed us good vituals from white folks. I tell you, 


we had good owners. I didn't see sun set when I wuz a child Always went to bed early, 
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fhild, I wish I could call back dem days, Vome said people lived so much longer 
because they took care of themselves. 
"All dis here education an! people just now got it." 
yd Do you think, Mrs.Harris, education has helped our race? 


“Well, child, I don! Neate Fo1ke are 80 indifferent now I am afraid to say. 
Pshaw.. Colored folks now, Some are esisy dont Row akon to be agAaver 

"Talking about lightning, daya, Lts lightning at every bodys _house. Lord have 
‘merey on dese here young folks and deliber me from the plantation, I pray. 

"Courting dem days wuz like everything I redbn you all do now sadays. 


You promise to ‘bey the man but before you finishimg its cussing, Honey. 


In olden days husbands loved. Sho God did tend to wife and took care of 


eet naleami Redness. 


them and they had to stay home cause it wuz always a new baby. I tell you,Miss 


sheet 


Sue, man ought not never had you to find history cause you gwine tell it all. 


As I said, we loved « Is: de young folks marrying fur love? Dey don't stay to~ 
Streeter ceemuen ent inten semencncen nan ant 


gether long enough to warm hands. “Ye went to church together and praised God; 
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Aner pA came eH 
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led prayer meetings and,yes siree, would feel good. 
Now you all done start opening theatres.on Sunday. Miss Sue, all dat stuff 


you putting down will sure make the man laugh. 
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Mirs. Marriah Hines - Born July 4, 1835, South Hampton County Virginia. a 


slave on James Pressmans plantation. Now residing on I. Avenue, Oakwood Norfolk, 


ectiencemeat samnncnserat 
Virginia RF. D. 1. p | Lp Goefadn reg 
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Even though the general course of slavery was cruel, Merriah Hines was 
A peste enough, not to have to endure its severities. James Pressman was one 

of the few slave masters that looked upon the slave with a certain degree of com= 
passion, to whom Marriah was fortunate, to be owned by. Although slavery in ite 

self was cruel; but the fact that Mr. Pressman was generous and kind to the slaves 
that he owned, because of necessity in the process of his farming, should not be 
overlooked. It is quite true that slave masters near him did not grant their sleves 
such priviliges ae he did. I do not wish to impress the idea that Lr. Pressman did 
not approve of slavery, but only his general attitude toward his slaves was different 
from the majority of the slaves holders. From the following story of Marriah's life 
in slavery, it may be clearly seen that her master was an exception. 

Gponeineerd ewing Ase) lene eoietes dine ERS mies as emiows ic 

"I lived with good people, my white folks treated us good. There was plenty of 

"em that didn’t fare as we did. Some of the poor folks almost starved io death. 

“hy the way their masters treated them was scandalous, treated them like cats and 
‘dogs. je always had plenty of food, never knowed what it was te want food bad enough 
to have to steal it like a whole lot of ‘em. Master would always give us plenty 

when he give us our nubvend: ofeoure we slaves were given food and clothing and 
just enough to keep us goin good. Why master would buy cloth by the loads and heaps, 
shoes by the big box full; den he'd call us to the house and give each on'us our 
Share. Plenty to keep us comfortable, course it warn"# silk nor Satin, no ways the 


best there was, but ‘twas plenty good ‘nough for us, and we was plenty glad to git 
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it. When we would look and see how the slaves on the 'jining farm was fareing, ‘twould 
almost make us ‘ned tears. It made us feel like we was gitting ‘long most fine. Dat's 
why we loved ‘spected master; ‘course he was so good to us. 

1 cause master was good and kind to us, some of the other white folks used to 
call him “nigger lovers" He didn't pay dat no mind though. He was a true erinviad 
man, and I mean he sho" lived up to it. He never did.force any of us to go to sncaeks 
if we didn't want to, dat was léft to us to ‘cide. ‘If you wanted to you could, if you 
didn't you didn't have to, but he'd always tell us, you ought to go. 

Not only was master good but his whole family was too. When the weather was 
good we worked in the fields and on other little odd jobs that was needed done. We 
slaves would eat our breakfast, mse go to the fields, dare wont no hurry-scurry. Lots 
o'times when we got in the fields the other slaves had been in the field a long time. 
Tar was times though we had to git to it early, too, ‘pecially if it had been rainy 
weather and the work had been held up for a day of so. Master didn't make us work a 
‘tall in bad weather aatier when it got real cold. The men might have to git in fire 
wood or cuppsn® of that sort but no all day work in the cold - just little odd jobs. | 
Ye didn't even have +o work on Sundays not even in-the "house}!’. The master and the 
preacher both said a was the Lord's ea ae you wort spose to work on that day. 

So we didn't. We'd cook the white folks vitfais on Saturday and lots o’times dey eat 
cold viele on Sundays. Master would sometimes ask the preacher home to dinner. ®You 
plenty welcome to go home with me for inner; but you'll have to eat cold riifale 
‘cause there inte no cooking on Sundays at my nae Lots of times we slaves would 
take turns on helping ‘em serve Sunday meals just *cquse we ifed d them so much. We 
hated to see Missie fumbling tround in the kitchen all out ‘a*her place. We didn't 
have to do it, we just did it on our own free will. Master sometimes gives us a little 
money for it too, which made it all the better. waster and Missus was £0 good to us 
we didn’t mind working a Little on Sundays, in the house. Master had prayer with the 


whole family every night, prayed for us: slaves too. Any of the elaver’ that stata to 


jie him could. Or df they wanted to pray by dem selves they cold. Sundays. we 
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to church and stayed the biggest portion of the day. No body had torush home. On 
our plantation we had general prayer meeting every Wednesday night at church. ‘cguse 
some of the masters didn't like the way’ we slaves carried on we would turn pots dow, 
and tubs to keep the sound from going out. Den we would have a good time, shouting | 
singing and praying just like we pleased. The paddarollers didn't pay us sdb ‘tention 
coused they ‘nibs how master let us do. Dey would say nasty things ‘bout master ‘cause 
he let us do like we did. ai 

We had plenty time to ourselves. Most of the time we spent singing and praying 
‘cause master was sich a good Christian and most of us had ‘'fessed religion. Evenings 
we would spin on the old spinning wheel, quilt make clothes, talk, tell jokes, and a 
few had learned to weave a little bit from Missus, We would have candy pulls, from 
cooked molasses, and sing in the moonlight by the tune of an old banjo picker. Chalien 
was mostly seen, not heard, different from youngens of today talking backward and 
foward cross their mammies and pappies. Chalien dat did dat den would git de breath 
slapped out on ‘em. Your names didn't have to do it either; any old person would , 
and send you home to git another lickin’. We slaves had two hours off for dimer, 
when we could go home and eat before we finished work ‘bout sun down. We aint had 
no colored overseers to whip us nor no white ones. We just went ‘long so and did what 
we had to, wid out no body watching over us. Every body was just plum crazy ‘bout 
master. Doing the day you could see him strutting down the field like a big turkey 
gobbler to see how the work was going on. Always had a smile and a joke wid you. He 
allu's tell us we was doing fine, even sometimes when we want. We'd always catch 
up our work, so he wouldn't have to fuss. We loved Misses and the challen so much 
we wouldn't even let ‘em eat hardly. Miseus didn't have to do nothing, hardly. 
Dare was always some of us round the house. 

‘Bout a year fore we heard ‘bout freedom, master took sick and the stave 
vouldn"¢ ‘er looked sadder if one of their owm youngens had been sick. Dey i eoueeed 


him to die, and he kept calling for some cabbage. Misses finally let me cook him some 


Cabbage, and let him have some "pot licker” (the water the cabbage was cooked in). 
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He didn't die den but a few years later he did die. Dat was the first and the last 
time any cooking ever was done in that house on Sunday. 

When master told us we was free it didn't take much ‘fect on us. He told us we 
could go where we pleased and come when we pleased that “ didn't have to work for him 
any more ‘less we wanted to. Most of us slaves stayed right there and raised our own | 
crops. Master helped us much as he could. Some of us he gave a cow or a mule or any- 
thing he could spare to help us. Some of us worked on the same plantation and bought 
our own little farms and little log cabins, and lived right there till master dies and 

-the family moved away. Some of us lived there right on. Master married me tome of the 
vest colored men in the world, Benjamin F. Hines. I had five chullun by him, four 
girls and one boy, two of the girls and the boy are dead. Dey died ‘bout 1932 or 33 
I stay with one a while, den I go and atay a while wid the other one. 

We didn't have rio public schools in dem daya'n time. What little learning you 


got it from the white chhllen." 


got 


’  Marriah is about four feet and a half tall neas—Linefeed weighS$mg. about one 


De 
BUREN eR ponnds, wie a pretty head of white hair covering oe round brown face. Her 


| 


She is abis to dress herself practically with * h out Pao and to get about from plate 
Aawes abomeotn. 


memory of her mates and father is very vague, due to thteAeath when she was young. 


to place alone, enjoying talking about religion ane ira woth tocay today. 
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THE STORY Ov "UNCLE" MOBLE HOPS. ia eee 
(pronounced Mobile) es ee Ds 
2 B 


Pr, 


Interview Saturday, Novenber 28th at his home on the - ae 
iver. ; 


Unele Moble hobiles unstecdily frou his little shade be~ 
siuc tne uthouse ints the wern kitchen, igen heavily on 
the arn of his niece. He lovks up on nearing my voice, and oe 
tenus a gnarled an Sdontensstadaes hand. He sinks Paubldeeay 
inte a chair. [i is then tuat I see thut Unele Loble is blind. 
"No, dontt mind effen yuh ast me questions. Try tuh answer 
tem, 1 will, best ways I kin. Donte mina et all, eilen yuh tell 


we whut yuh want to know. Born'd in fifty-two, I wes, yessuh, 


right her. over theer wheer dat grave big elum tree usta be, 


nie emit, 


Mamcy was uh Injun an! muh pappy was uh white nan, least-ways 


rien academe henner nner ee nit neh ANNI ne tne Nt Ra gtr 


he warntt no slave even etfen he was sorta dark-skinned. 


"Ole peppy tole me 'hout how cum the whites an! the blacks. 


en eee 


an* th. Injuns get ali mixed up. Way back ‘long in dere it Wary 


be new tell me.jes' = year, dey. Was @ tribe uh uh Iinjuns divin yee 2 


earsiasl 


ee 


‘long dis ribber. Dey was kin to de ; Kink-ko~tans, but dey 


a shee st aero 


aneummerasrermenoany ncn conser “eterna 


wasn't de Same. Dey had ober on the Janes de Kink-Ko-tans_ 
PM ee ae ET connate ome AEE ASR ge rey a SNE Rear eget ee ee a ae ee eee 


ant dey had dis tribe 1e ober here, _ 


Fe pr a nen ama tte 


"Nell, de white man come, Not fum ober dere, De white 


pain eentin ns 


| a. den he 
man cum cross de > Potomac, an! atl cross de York ribber, ant Sen 


ag ate EG eT AA REIN 


he cum on (cross de Poguoson ribber inte ais places hy y Pappy 


rane tk GPM BLS ane 


tell me jes! how cum Bieleye eross Bre veel close paneess He ain't | 


Te parma (seen ttm eam A RUTNA Ne eee mA Set he tb Sepa 


tt nein evra sr nnemeries toieeenainreagere duct ting mits tel eu ! 
| 


see it, yuh unnerstena, but he hear tell how et happen. 


"Dis whut ue white man ao. He pick hisself a tall ellum 


i 
j 
; 


long siue de ribber an’ he eleibd to de top an! ie mark out on 


de trunk wid he ax uh section 'long ‘bout, oh, ‘long 'bout 


|" thirty-fo'ty feet. Den he cut de ‘top ofr an' den he cut de 
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‘bottom off so de thick trunk fall right on de edge uh de rivber. 
An? den he hollar gut dai ellum log tell he uuke hisself wh bout 


: an! he skin off de bark so et dun't ketch in de weeds. Gen he 


meke hisse'f uh pattle an' dey all makes pattles an' dey floats 


dat boat an! pattles cross to. de udder side, 


Se 


—_ 


or run tem way. When dey cross de Poquoson wey fine de 
| . 
por ain't aimin' tuh fight but dey kilt de men an! tek 
| de Injun women fo! uey wives. Coursen dey warn't no marry~ 


in! dem at dat time, 


-~ 


"Well dat's how cum my peovle started. Ah hear tell 
on how dey hafta fight de Injums now an den, an! den de 


Britishers come an! dey fit ae British. 


"Ant all uh dat time dere warntt no black blood mixed 


in tem, least wise, not as I heer'd tell uh any. Plenty blacks 
tround; &n seen 'ea. My pappy Mevuh would have none. ky 


-enele had ten, ober on dat pasture land dere was his land, 


MEY. I usta get right out dere many uh day end waten tem 


jdietoa cay fretds, fe 
wt workw, Big fellars dey was, wid cole~black skins ashinin 


ae sweat jes’ lak dey rub hog-fat ober dere faces. Au ain't 
‘nevuh bothered * en: but ny britian=be daid now sence ace bade 
he neEOe uh hidint one or fot ‘goint in de field wid de blacks. 


as ao “gn. ah listen te de growal both toll ae 
Binsert Well aai93 be Stactacee ' but dey ain't paid so 


cs 
rss 


de 


an’! laugh an! dey Set down an! wait, but dey don! leave dat 
‘field all de mawwning. aén' den de wor: cum dat ue yenkees 
WAS @ Sonia an' all sem blucks start tuh noopint ant holltrin', 
an! den dey go on down to deer snacks an’ dey gent Go nO work 
at ail dat day. 

it heer 

"an?! when jd@@ Yenks ave dey ain't nun oh de slavecholders 
no whers round. Dey ali eleared eut au! ge blacks is Singin! ant 
prayint an' shoutin! fot joy cause *Marze Lincoln don® set en 
free. 

"Well, dey tuk de blacks an! “ey Larci em down ae turnpike 
to Hampton an! dey @y put en tuh Were ae de fort. ch aintt nevuh 
gO vber dere but an heer teil uw de blacks come dere fum all 
'round tell dey get su seny dey ain't got work fot em tuh do, so 
dey put fen tun pilin' up logs an! teking tem = agin, an! de 
: 7 froublin 
Yankees Come aa gO an! new ones com. bui dey ain't hediet 
nothin! much teeptin' tuh poach uh hawg or turkey now ea den, 

"Ah was des? 4 latte. shaver gittint in ny teens den: but. ah 


clear | a 
wtnenber Sacoal aa)! 


ait ah ats St ak eer tell of ‘an ig Res 


oe 


oe 


battle up ore wey an! dey say ee up deeeren RanSicah 
men, de 'federates an' de Yankees both. But ah ain't seed it, 
though Oncle Shep Brown uone tule no alu thout ete 

"Onele Shep ot dived etal aways on de ribber, thong ‘fore 
de Yankees come he jJined ie axe de 'fedevates. he fit in dat 


battle at Big Bethel but he ain't get uh scratch. He tell me 


all bout de war when he come back hone, 


He tell wme ail 'bout de fall 


uh Kiehmond, he did. 

"Was one ee uown de lower woods in de Sits he vell me: 
"bout Richszond, uncle Shan dig. shy, I reneaber at jes lak it 
was yestiddy. Wus whittlin! uh ane he was, pS tae ta ae stump 
wid his game 1aig hunched up on tub ub bent saplin! He wus whitt- 
lint away fo! uh ‘long time thout sayin! much,en! all ai once he 
jump up in de air an! dq saplin’ sprang up on he start in tuh sus- 


° 


sin, ane 
 WGawdameit,; gewdamit, gawdanait,’ se kept sayin’ 
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ed he always got uh lot tuh say. 
“Gandansit,! ne say,! twas de higgdhs tak Richsondyt* 
"How dey co dat Uncle Shep?" uh ast, though ain knowed he was 
gonna tell me anyway. 
"'De niggahs done tuk Richwond,!" ne k. ep on sayin! ant 
fineall; he tell me how cur dey tek Kichm und, 
"tah seed et uunse'i,'” he say, "'ay comp'ny wos stationed 
on de turnpike clu. tuh Richmonc. ‘e vas in uh ole warehouse,!# 
he tol: me, "'wid de winuers ant de doors all barred up ant 
terbace | dew 
pached wid te y bales awaitin' fo! é@e Yanks tuh come. Ant 
we wag a-listenin'’ an! peepin' out an! we been waitin' dere most 
de ev'nin'y uh i e 
all dey. An! den we heer wiistlin' an! uh roarin’ like uh big 
blow an' it kep! gittint closer, ‘But we couldn't see nothint th 
comint de night was so dark. Met Bat roarin! kepf a-gittin' lowd- 
er an' louder an' "long w#bout day break there cum fum down de pike 
| ahids 


sech wh shoutin' an uh yellin' as wevuh in wh born ueys @ 


heard. ee 


debbils de Yankees WBS a_lettin' ser: Bat ali & stayed. 
right tuere wid dem dat hud de comrage tuh face et, cause ah 
know big noise mean ub little storn.'! 

"Dar was tbuut forty of us left in aat ole warehouse 
ane back of dem bales uh cotton an terbaccy, an! Beepin out 
threw de cracks. ! | 

"tan! den Bey Come, own de street dey come~-a shoutin! 
an! aprancin! an' a yorliai an usingin! 6n' makin! sueh ah 

Oy | 7 gabon 
noise like as ef ail heli dunc been turn't loose, Uh pigguhs. 
Ah ain't nevub knowmd nigguhs--even sll uh dem niggubs--could 
mek sech uh ruckus. One huge sex uh blacs faces filt de streets 
fun wall tuh wall an! dey wan't nets but niggubs in sigat.! en 

nt yell, suh, vey vaern't no usen us firin' on dem cause dey 

ela’ no way we gonna kili ail uh den niguuhs. An pretty soon 
dey eave de do! uh det warehouse an! we stood dere whilst dey 


pranceu Trounst us = hoopin' an! holl'rin' ant not techint us at 


Soljers : : 


all tell de Yankees soidiers cum up,an' tek away uur guns,an' mek 


"'Thousings of 'enm-den nigguhs.! he say, 'Yassir~-was de 


nigguks dat tdk Richond. Tine ue Yankees get dere de niggeubs 


got de aity tele. 


done ned etready—todkence-eity.! 
IC 
Mhy Uncle ™ Moble isa Negra 


Unel: Koble is & noble figure. se turngé his he:d toward 


me at my Questionas, just 4S straignt ss ii ne actually wes—see-~ 


is lookin g at me. 


"Yuh wanta know whyel'm put with tne colorea peuple? «ea 
least wise, was White lasitime wzhise a ét 
Sell, ah ain't white an eh ain't black, least- 


Sure, 3h got white skin, 
wise not so fur «3 ah know, (fa; the war done that. Fo de 
war dere warn't ne questicn come up tbhout et. dAintt been no 
schovis ‘'roun.s here tun bothuh "bout... Llacks work in de fields, 
own, i ae : 
un! de wnuites pun de fielas. Lis lini here, been owned by de 
Hopson's sence ve fust hupson cus. here, i gueasy back fot de 
British war, fut de Injun war, an reck'n, Ustuh go tuh de 
church schoo wid ole Shep Brown's chillun, sat on de sane bench, | 
ah 
"But de war changed ali dat, Arter de soljers cume back home, 


it was diff'runt, first dey say dat all whut ain't white, is blecks 
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dén a are , : 
An' dey tell de Injuns yuh kain't marry no more de whites. An! 


den vey tell usen dat we kain't cum no more tuh church school. 
An' dey won't let us a. no bisness wid de whites, 3. we is thtown 
in wid de blacks. | ye 8 

: th our Folks 

"Some move. aw.y, but sey warn't no use uh novin!' cause ah 
heer tel: et be ie same cv'ly wheer. So perty soun et come time 
tub erry, on! dey ain't nu white wonen fo' ne tuh marry so ah 
merries uh black woman. .n! aut axe me black, uh 'spose ‘cause 
ah ben livin' biack ev'y sence. 

"But mah bruther couldn*’t fine no bleck wonun dat suited 
him, ah reckon, cause he marrieug his fust cousin, who was a 
Hopson huhse'f. 

: af h . 
"Den dere only chile gerrieu hisse'! ezetheer Hopson, and 


Hopsons been marryin' Hopson ev'y sence, sh reck'tns" 
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Uncle Mobile Tells Where to Dic A fell 


"That well out dere? Naw, dat ain't old. Dat ain't been dere mo'un fifteen ~ 
twenty yeare De ol¢ well, she was sieghourh she nevuh war much soode Paw ain't 
dug et in de right place, ola Shep Bron tolt him, but my old man ain't nevuh pay 
no mine to old Shep. 

But old Shep sho! did know ho. «uh dic uh well, Ah kin see now him ah comin! 


si, 


up de lane -vhen paw was adiecin', Nobile te sey = my paw an! me tad de same name} 


>? 


Nobile, ye ain't digcin' dat well de richt place. 


AWnSWEvs % 
anneumees pow, a dircin’ avay en de hole 


"Dicvtin' et wheer ah wants et,” 
shoulder deep. 

"Tell, ye ain't ~onna cit much water. O-ghta got yo'se'f uh ellum stick." 

“Don' need, no ellum stick. Dixcin' dis well in my om yaad an' ah'm -onnm dic 
et jes! wheer ah wants et. Go haid an’ diz yo! om well.’ 

“ell, old Shep musta sot sorta mad, cause he soes home an' de nex! day he 
dies hisse'f uh well. 

Ah seen vm Ah watched him when he fircered shes r tuh dig dat well. shod! 

beanch dat was {ov cae 

nuf old Shep got hisse'f uh prime ellum stick Pum aigrood sized ferked-branch. 
First he skint all de bark off, 


e skin de bavG ok, 
"Kain't fine no water lessen de—bavle—eleint—of 27" he tell me, "Long ‘bout 2-3 


feet on each limb, et was. Well, old Shep tek dat ellum stick wid one fork in 


ate fs SA ie ae an ph ee A 2 ae 
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each hand Beet d= big end straicht up in de air an! he holt ‘et tizht an! started 
tuhw walk around, id me followin! risht on his heela. An sho’ nuff, perty soon 
ah seed dat branch commence tuh shake an' den et started tuh bend an! old Shep 
le’ et. lead him across de field wid et bendin' lower all de time tell perty oon 
de biz end uh dat elium stick point straicht down. ; 
Old Shep marked de spot an' rot his pick an' commence tuh' dig out dat spote 


“An! fo" old Shep hed got down mo'yn five uh six feet ah be dew; ef he don’ hit uh 


stream uh water dat filt up de well in uh hurry so dat he cit his lairzs all wet 


Kin claw out, 


fo' he cowld—sit—out, 


An' yuh moughten beliove et but ah knowad dat tuh be uh fac, cauee ah tuk 
det ellum stick in muh own han's an! ah felt dat atick apullin' me baek tuh dat 


water. No matter which way ah turn, dat stick keep atwistin’ me roun! tovard dat 


water, An’ ah tried tuh pull et back an' old Shep tuk ho&é uh et wid me an! tried 
tuh hole et up straight but de big end 2 dat ellum best pult down and pointed 
tuh dat well spite uh both uh us," 

"Still dere? Naweuh, sh reckon date old well been crumbled in an’ filledp 
lone time now. Old Shep died back en 93, ah reckon, Ilis old siknok blowed down, an! 
8h reokon dat ole well all covered ups But dat was some well while she lasteds 


Gave mo’ water dan 211 de udder welle in Poqueson, ah reckon, 


A Na 
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Interview of Ex-slave and = “& 
Civil War Veteran eet Bp, ; 
Portsmouth ini — ¢ 
By ~~ Thelma Dunston . Ge 
January 8, 1937 eH ey 


Civil War Veteran of Portsmouth, Virginia 


On the out Kirts of Portsmouth, Virginia where one seldom hears of or goes 


} 
ran 
for ey seeing lives Mr. Albert Jones. In a four room cottage at 726 Lindsey 


Avenue, the aged Civil War Veteran lives alone with the care of Mr. Jones’ niece, 


who resides next door to him. He has managed to survive his ninety-fifth year. 


It is almost a miracle to see a man at his age as suple as he. 

On entering a scanty room in the small house, Mr. Jones was nodding ina 
chair near the stove. When asked about his early life, he straightened up ex-tte 
spime, crossed his legs and said, "I's perty old ~ ninety six. I was born a slave 
in Souf Hampton county, but my mastah wuz mighty good to me. He won't ruff; dat is 
'f yer done right." | 

The aged man cleared his throat and chuckled. Then he said, "But you better 
never let mastah catch yer wif a book or paper, and yer couldn't praise God so he 
could hear yer. If yer done dem things, he sho' would beat yer. ‘Course he wuz good 
to me, ‘cause I never done none of ‘em. My work won't hard neiver. I had to wait on 
my mastah, open de gates fer him, drive de wagon and tend de horses. I was sort of 
a Rowen boy." 3 

"Fer twenty years I stayed wif mastah, and I didn't try to run away. When 1 
wuz twenty one, me and one of my brothers run away to fight wif the Yankees. Us left 


Souf Hampton county and went to Petersburg. Dere we got some food. Den us went to 


- Fort Hatton where we ae Some more slaves who had done run away. When we got in Fort 


Hatton, us had to cross a bridge to git to de Yankees. De rebels had torn de bridge 


down. We all got MOGEIEOE and builded back de bridgs;: and we went on te de Yankeos. 


Dey give us food and clothes. 


The old man then got up and emptied his mouth of the tobacco juice, scratched 


n 
his bald head and continued. Yer know, I was one of de first colored cavalry soljers, 


out doors, and sometimes I slept ina tent. De Yankees always give us plenty of 


blankets." 
“During the war some un us had to always stay up nights and watch fer de 


and I fought in Company "K". I fought for three years and a half. Sometimes I slept 
rebels. Plenty of mights I has watched, but de rebels never ‘tacked us when I wuz | 
on." 

"Not only wuz dere men slaves dat run to de Yankees, but some un de women 
slaves followed dere husbands. Dey use to help by washing and cooking." 

«“One day when I wuz fighting, de rebels shot at me, and dey sent a bullet 
through my hand. I wuz lucky not to be kilt. Look8 See how my hand is?" 

The old man held up his right hand, and it was half closed. Due to the wound 
he received in the war, that was as far as he could open his hand. 

Still looking at his hand ir. Jones said, "But dat didn't stop me, I had it 
bandaged and kept on fighting." 

"The uniform dat I wore wuz blue wif brass buttons; a blue cape, lined wif 
red flannel, black eee boots and a blue cap. I rode on a bay color horse - fact 
every body in Company "K" had bay color horses. I tooked ae tie and blankets 
on de horse back. In my ynap-sack I had water, hard tacks gee other food." 

‘"When de war ended, I gues back to my mastah and he treated me like his brother. 


Guess he wuz scared of me ‘cause I had so much ammunition on me. My brother, who went 


wif me to de Yankees, caught rheumatism doing de war. He died after de war ended.” 


a = 


Writer = Mggnin, Swe 


bisusedves ‘Go. 
Typist = Nicholas 
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In the upper part of Guinea, generally; known as the "Hook," you wit find 
two very interesting SHSMROE RFE: both Negroese Aunt Susan Kelly, who is a 
hundred years old, and Simon Stokes, who is near a hundred. 

Aunt Susan is loved by all who know her, for she is a very lovable old Negroe 

Aunt Susan's Story 

"My manmmy, Anna Burrell, wes a slave, her massa waz Cole Hayes, of Woodwells 
he wuz very good ter his slevese He nebber sold mammy or <G spit iee he kept 
we alls tergether, and we libed in a little cabin in de yard. 

"My job wz mindint massa's md missus! chilluns all dey long, end puttint 
dem ter baid at night; dey baa beer habe a ecoEy. told ter dem befo' dey wovld go 
ter sigeps and de baby hed ter be rocked; and I had ter sing fo' her'Rock abby 
babys close dem eyes, befo' ol san man comes, rock aeby baby dont let old san 
men cotch yo! peepiat; befo?* she would go ter Sieh. 

isc used ter bake ashmcakes 3 dey waz made wae meal, wid a little salt end 
mixed wid gators den mammy would rake up de ashes in de fire-place sden she would 
meke up de meal in round cakes, and put dem onde hot bricks ter bakes wen dey 
hed cooked roun! de aaeet > she would put ashes on de top ob dem, amd wen dey wuz 
nice and brow she took dem ¢ out and washed dem off wid water. 

a said it wuz very bad lack ter meet ® woman eardy in de mornin’ walkin! | 
and nebber carry back salt dat yo! habe borrowed, fo! it will Oniae bad luck tor | 
yot se ‘ter de one yo? brung it tors If yo! nose tones on de i “sae a man | 
-is comity? de left side ‘ehee & woman is comin'; at ie *ene3 on de — a man 
end women ‘ia ‘sno? ior come .in ae ee iis 


- For a hawk ter fly ober de house is sho! sign ob Tees fot de hawk will fie v 


orpses - wen a he flies obere " 
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Simon Stokes, son of Kit and Anna Stokes,is quite e typee He and his 
parents squcne his brothers and sisters were slaves; owned by George We Billups, 
of Mathews County, who later moved to Gloucester County and bought ‘ farm hear 
Cloucester Pointe They had eleven children, Simon is the only one livinge 

Simon's Story | 

"Massa George and missus. wuz good ter his slaves. My mamay wuz missus! 
cook; and him and de odder boys on de farm vorked in de cofn and de terbaccer 
end cotton fieldse | 

“fe shot didn't like dat job, pickin' worms off de terbaccer plants; fot our 
oberseer wuz de meanes old hound you'se eber seen, he hed hawk eyes fer seein! 
de worms on de terbaccer, so yo' sho! hed ter git dem all, or you'd habe ter bite 
ell de worms dat yo' miss into, ot git three lashes on yo! back wid his old 
lash, and dat wuz powfull bad, wusser dan bittin' de worms, fer yo' could bite 
right smart quick, and dat wuz all dat dar wuz ter it; but dem lashes done last 
e powtfulk long timee 

“ve sho! did like ter git behind de ox=team in de co'n field, fot I could 
sing and holler ell de day, “Cee thar Buck, whoa thar Peter, eae off dat air 
cotn, vhat's de matter wid yo' Buck, can't 0 heer, gee thar Bucks 

* In de fall wen de simmons wz ripe, me and de odder boys sho' had a bic 
time possum huntin', we alls would git two ‘e three a night; and we alls would 
put dem - and fééd den eaceans and Simmons ter git dem nice and fats den my 
mezmmy sould roest dem wid sweet taters round theme Dey wiz sho! good, all 
roasted nice and brown wid de sweet taters in de grabye 

"7, alls believed dat it wuz bad luck ter turn back if yer started anywher, 


if yo'. did bad luck would sho'-foller yer; but ter turn yo! Lick, go cack and 


make a cross in yo' p.th and spit in ite” 
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Auboblography of Richard Slaughter ne ee. — 


(Siven by himself as an oral account during an interview bets -en nimasid | 
\ and writer, Gecember 27, 1936.) cieude ¥. Anderson -- Hampton, Virginia 
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“Come in, son. Have a seat, sho are you and how are you? My life? 
She certainly you don't want to hear thats Yell, son, have you been 
bern again? Do you know Christ? ‘ell, that's good. Jood for you. Amen, 
Tv glad to hear it, Aleays glad to talk to any true Christian liver, 

Sod bless you, sors 

“I wae born January 9, 1°49 on the James at a place called Epps 
Igiand, City Point, [ waa bern a slave, jlow old am I i “ell, there's the 
date. count it up for yourself, My cener's name was Dr, Richard 3. Eppa. 
I stayed there until I wag around thirteen or fourteen years old when | 
came to Hampton. 

“I don't know much about the meanneas of slavery, There was so 
many degrees in slavery, and I belonged to a very nice min, “e never 
sold but one man, fur's I can remember, and that was eousin den, Jold 
him Souths Yee. Hy mw ster wae a nice old man, "e ain't living now, Or. 
“ppe died and his aon wrote me my are. I cot it upstaire ina letter now, 

"It happened this aeway, “ampton wae already burnt when I came Vere. 
i came to Hampton in June 1°62, The Yankees burned Hampton and the flect 
went up the James River. My father and mother and sousine went aboard 
the ‘Nerltarea «th me, You aso, my father and three or four men left 
in the darkness first and got aboard. The gua. boate would fire on the 
towns and plantations and run the white folks off. After thet they would 
carry #11 the colored folka peek Ror here to [1d Point and put ‘en 
behind the Union lines, I know the names of 11 the gunboats that cane 

up the river, Yeesir, There wae the Galen, ve called her the old shesse 
box, the Deleware, the Yankee, the Meeker, and the eri tans which weg 
the ship [ bit board of, That sase year the Yerrimas and Monitor fought off 


aaron 
Newport “ewe Pointe No, | didn't see it. I didn't come down all the way on the 
gunboat. I had the measles on the Meritanza and was put off at Uarrison's Lands 
inge ‘hen Vecellan retreated from Richmond through the peninaula to Washington, 
I came to Hampton ab a government water boy. 

"hile I wae aboard the zunbost, she captured a rebel gunboat at a 
place called Urury'a Sluff, then 1] first came to Hampton, there wera. only 
harracke where the Institute 1s; when I returned General Armstrong had done 
rite avart. 

"1 left Hanpton atill working ae a water boy and went to cuire Creek, dell 
Plains, Vas, a place near fiarper's Ferry. 1 left the sreek aboard a steamer, the 
jeneral Yooker, and vent to Alexandric, Ya. Abraham Lincoln onme aboard the 
steamer and ve sarric? him to Mt. Yernon, George ‘ashington's old home, that did 
he look like? “hy, he looked more like an old preacher than anything 1 know, 
Mahi Hehe Heh$ Save you ever seen any pictures of him? fall, if you seen a picture 


of im, you seen him. He's just like the ploture. 


"You say you think I speak very good @nglish. Yeh! Heh! Heh! fell, son 
I ousht to. I been everywhere. “Yo I never sent & what you gould call acheol 
excent to school as a soldier. I went to Baltimore in 1°64 and enlisted. I was 
about 17 years old then, Vy officers! names vers Capt, Joe Reed, Lieutenant 
Stimson, and Colonel Joseph E. Perkine, 1 was aseiened to the Nineteenth Regi 
ment of Maryland Company 3, ‘hile I cas in treining, they fought at Petersburze 
I vent to the regiment in '64 and stayed in until '67, I was a cook. They 
taken Riehmond the fifth dey of April 1°65. Cn that day J walked up the road 
in Atehmonds | 

“Shen ve left Richmond, my brigyde sas ordered to 3rowmsville, Texas. 
4@ went there by way of Old Point Comfort, where we vert, aboard « traneporte | 
then we got to Brownsville, I was detailed to a hospital staff, te arrived 


in Browneville in January 1°67. The only thing that happened in Srowneville 
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vhile I was there vasa the hanving of three Mexicans Por the murder of an 
sides In September ve left Browneville and came back to Se itinaras Setore 
ve left I vag sent up the Sie Grande to Ringo Sarragke as boss cook. 

“I ¢hen returned to Hampton and lived ae an oysterman and fisherman 
for over forty years. 

“TI have never been wounded. My clothes have been out off me by 
sulleta but the Lord kept them off my bret, I -uess, | J 

"L tell you what I did once. My cousin and [ vent down to the shore 
once. “he river shore, you know, up where I was born, “hile we vere walking 
along omtohing tadpoles, mimowa, and anything we could oateh, | happened to 
as@ a big mocoaain enake hanging in a eumac bush just a asinging hia head back 
and forthe I swing at ‘im with a atiok and he swelled his head all up big and 
reared back, Then I hit ‘im and knocked his on the ground flet. Sie belly wee 
yery big ao we kept hittin’ "im on it until be opened hie mouth and a cate 
“igh as long as my arm (forearm), jumped out jest a Piépbias; *@ll the cate 
Meh hada bis belly te, so we beat ‘an on hia belly until he opened his 
nouth and out came one of theese somen's anapper pocketbooks. You know the 
tind that closes by a srap at the top. Yell the neeket book was ewelling al} 
out, #0 we openad it, and ~uess what sag in it? Two big sonper pennies, | 
cave my cousin one and I took one. Mow you mayn't believe that, but it's true. 
' bean trying to make peonle believe that, for near fifty years. Tou can put 
it in the book or not, jest as you please, but it'a true. That fish emllowed 
some woman's pocketbook and that erake juat eavallowed him. I have told men 
that for years and they wouldn't believe me. | 

"“mile I vag acay my feather died in Nampton. Ue waited on an officer. 

"y mother lived in flamutar and sas me married in 1°74, 1 bought a lot on Union 
Street for @ hundred dollars oagh. 1 reared a nephev, gave him the lot and the 


house I built on it jan he threw it away. “han I moved around here, 1 paid 


i - 49 
cash for this home, 

"Dad alavee ever run away) Lord yes. 411 the time. “here 1 waa born, 
there is a lots of water. ‘hy there used to be as high as ten and twelve 
Suteh three masters in the habor at 2 time. i used to omteh little enakes and. 
other things like teranines and sell ‘am to the sailor for to eat roaches on 
the shina. In thoae days a scod captain would bide a slave way up in the 
top 88i1 and carry him out of Tixpinte to Mew York and Soastons 

“t never went in the Syaniah American ‘ar, Too old, but I had some 
cousins that enlisted. That ee during Ketinley's time He went down the Texas 
aad sone of them other shina they cave Puerte Hleo Yall Columbia, ay blew 
up the Maine with a mine. She uae blowed up inward, The Maine left “ampton 
Neads soinn towards Javannah, “hen they looked at what vas left of her all 
the ateel was bent tnverd which shove thet she waa bloved up from the out-e 
side in, Understand. Suring the Zorld dar I went to fashincton and haven't 
beon anyplace eines, I'ma Little hard of hearing and have high blood 
pressure. So I have to sit most the time. Jot an invitation in there now 
wantin’ me 40 come to @ grand reunion of Yankees and the Rebele thie year 
but I can't go. Jetting too old. “e11 goodbye, son. Jlad to have you case 


again sometime.” 
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j — Autobiography of Elizabeth Sparks tO oe 
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, (Interviewed at Matthews Court House, Virginia January 13, 1927. By Claudeck. 
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Anderson. ) 


Come in boys. Sure am glad ter see ya. You're lookin’ so well. That's whut 
I say. Fight boys? Hold om! You're doin’ alright. hi@,y I'm so mean nothin can hurt 
me. “hat's that? You want me to tell yer ‘bout slavery days. %ell I kin tell yer, 
but I ain't. S'all pact now: so I say let ‘er rest ‘es too awful to tell anyway. yer're 
too young to know all that talk anyway. ‘e1] I°11 tell yer some to put in yer book, 
but I ain'ta goin’ tell yer the worse. 

My mistrees's name was Miss J@nrie Brown. No, I guess I'd better not tell yer. 
Done forgot about dat. Oh well, I'll tell yer. Some, i guess. She died ‘bout four 
years ago. Bless her. She ‘uz a good woman. Course I mean she'd slap an’ beat yer 
once in a while but she warn't no woman fur fighting fussin' an’ beatin’ yer all day 
lak some I know. She was teo young when da war anded fur that. Course no while folks 
perfect. Her parents a little rough, ‘whut dat? Kin I tell yer about her parents? Lord 
ycaé I wasn't born then but my parents told me. But I ain't a goin* tell yer nuffin. 
No IT adn’t. Tain't no sense fur yer ta know ‘bout all those mean white folks. Dey 
all daid now. They meany good I reckon. Leastways most of ‘em got salvation on their 
death beds. 

Well I'll tell yer some, but I ain'ta goin' tel] yer much more. No sir. Shep 
Miller was my master, His 01' father , he was a tough one. Lord! I've seen ‘im kill 
‘em. He'd git the meanest overseers to put over ‘em. Why I member time after he was 
dead when I'd peep in the closet an' jes’ gee his old seth hangin there an’ jes’ 
fly. Yeseir, I'd run from them clothes an' I was jes’ a little girl then. He wuz that 
way with them black folks. Is he in heaven! No, he ain't in heaven! Went paat heaven. 
He was clerk an' was he tough! Sometimes he beat ‘em until they couldn 't work. Give 


‘em more work than they could de. They'd ‘git beatin’ if they didn't get work done. 


Bought my mother, a little girl, when he was married. She wus a real Ghristian an‘ 


he respected her a little. Didn't best her so much. Course he beat her once in a 


: age é of 
while. Shep Miller was terrible. There was no end to the beatin' I saw it wif 


my own eyes. 

Beat women! “hy eure he beat women. Beat women jes' lak men. Beat women 
naked an‘ wash ‘em down in brine, Some times they beat ‘em so bad, they jea’ 
couldn't stand it an’ they run away to the woods. If yer git in the woods, they 
couldn't git yer. Yer could hide an‘ people slip yer somepin' to eat. Then he 
call yer every day. After while he tell one of colored foreman tell yer come on 
back. He ain'ta goin’ beat yer anymore. They had colored ‘oreman but they always 
have a white overseer. Foreman git yer to come back an' then he beat yer to death 
again. 

They worked six days fum sun to sun. If they forcin’ wheat or other crops, 
they start to work long ‘fo day. Usual work day began when the horn blew an‘ stop 
when the horn blow. They git off jes' long ‘nuf to eat at noon. Didn't have much 
to eat. They git some suet an' slice a bread fo’ breakfas, ell, they give the 
colored people an allowance every week. Fo’ dinner they'd eat ash cake baked on 
blade of a hoe. 

I lived at Seaford then an’ wae roun'’ fifteen or sixteon when my mistress 
married. Shep Miller lived at Springdale. 1 ‘member jes' as well when they gave me 
to Jemnie. e wus all in a room helpin" her dress. She was soon to be married, an' 
she turns ‘roun an’ sez to us. “hich of yer niggers think I'm gonra git when I 
git married? We all say,'I doan know,' An‘ she looks right at me an‘ point her 
finger at me like this an’ sayed ‘yer!’ I was so glad. I had to make ‘er believe 
I ‘ug cryin’, but I was glad to go with ‘er. She didn't beat. She wuz jes’ a. 
young thing. Course she take a whack at me sometime, but that weren't nuffin’. 

Her mother was a mean 01' thin’. She'd beat yer with a broom or a leather strap 
or anythin' she'd git her hends on. 

She uster make my aunt Caroline knit all day an' when she git so tired | 
aftah dark that she'd git sleepy, she'd make ‘er stan’ up an knit. She work her 


so hard that she'd go to sleep standin’ up an’ every time her haid nod an’ her 


Je : 
knees sag, the lady'd come down en her haid with a switch. That wuz Mise 
Jennie's mother. She'd give the cook §es' so much meal to make bread fum an‘ 
effen she burnt it, she'd be scared to death cause they'd whup hor. I ‘member 
plenty of times the cook ask say. ‘Marsa please ‘scuse dis bread, hits a little 
too browmm. ‘Yessir! Beat the devil out ‘er if she burn dat bread, 
I went wif Miss Jennie an' worked at house. I didn't have to cook. I got 
permission to git married. Yer always had to git permission. shite folks ‘ud 
give yer away. Yer jump crose a broom stick tergether an’ yer wus married. My 
Padhana’ lived on another plantation. I slep' in my mistress's room but I ain't 


slep’ in any bed. Nosir! I slep’ on a carpet, an’ pr&rug, befo' the fiahplace. 


> we. actly 9 he ie 
I had to git permission to go to church, everybudy did. Ve -c'ud set in the 


gallery at the white folks service in the mornin’ an‘ in tha evenin’ the folk 
neld baptise service in the gallery wif white present. 

Shep went to war but not for long. ve didn't see none of it, but the 
slaves knew what the war wuz ‘bout. after the war they tried to fool the slaves 
"bout freedom an’ wanted to keep ‘em on a workin' but the Yankees told ‘em they 
wis free. They sent some of the slaves to South Carolina, fen the Yankees came 
f near to keep the Yankees from gittin' ‘em. Sent cousin James to South Carolina. 

I nevah will forgit when the Yankees came through. They wuz takin’ all the live- 

} stock an’ all the men slaves back to Norfolk, wid ‘em to break up the system. white 
| folks head ener dau! goin’ to keep on havin' slaves. The slaves wanted freedom, but 
| they's scared to tell the white folks so. dnyway the Yankees wuz givin’ everythin’ 
ye the elaves. I kin heah ‘em tellin’ ol1' Missy now. Yea! give'er clothes. Let'er 

| take anythin’ she wants. They even took some of iiss Jennie's things ut offered 

L ‘on to me. I didn't take ‘em tho’ cause she'd been purty nice to me, shut tickled 

| ne wus my husban', John Sparks. He didn't want to leave me an’ go cause he didn't 
«| ow whah they'’s takin' ‘em nor what they's gonna do, but he wanted to be free; 


e980 he played lame to keep fum goin’. He was jes' a limpin' ‘round. It wae ali I 
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could do to keep fum laffin'. I kin hear KissJennie now yellin' at them Yankees. No! 
who are yer to judge. I'll be the judge. If John Sparks wants to stay here, he'll 
stays they was gonna take ‘im anyhow an' he went inside to pack an’ the baby started 
cryin’, So one of ‘em said that as long as he had a wife an' a baby that young hhey 
guess he could stay. They took all the horses, cows, and pigs and chickens an' any- 
thing they could use an' left. I was about nineteen wher I married. I wuz married 
in 1861, my oldest boy was born in 1862 an' the fallin’ of Richmond came in 1865. 

Before Miss Jennies was married she was born an' lived at her old home right 
up the river heah. Yer kin see the place fun ou. side heah.On the plantation my mother 
wus a house woman. She had to wash white folks clothes all day an' huh's after dark. 
Sometimes she'd be washin’ clothes way up ‘round midnight. Nosir, couldn't wash any 
nigguh's clothes in daytime. ity mother lived in a big one oe log house wif an' 
upstairs. Sometimes the white folks give yer ‘bout ten cents to svend. A woman with 
children ‘ud git ‘bout half bushel of meal a week; a childless woman ‘ud git "bout 
a peck an' a half of meal a week. If yer wuz workin', they'd give yer shoes. Children 
went barefooted, the yeah ‘round. The men on the road got one cotton shirt an’ jacket. 
Thad five sisters an' five brothers. Might as well quit lookin’ ab ne. I ain't .gonna 
tell yer any more. Cain't tell yer all I know. 01 Shep might come back an’ git me. 
“hy if I was to tell yer the really bad things, some of dem daid white folks would 
come right up outen dere graves. “ell, I'11 tell somemore, but I cain't tell all. 

Once in a while they was free nigguhs come fum somewhuh, They could come 
see yer if yer was their folks. Nigguhs used to go way off in quarters an’ slip an' 
have meeting. They called it stealin' the meetin’. The children used to teach me to 
read. Schools Son, there warn't no schools for niggers. Slaves went to bed when they 
didn't have anything to do. Most time they went to bed when they could. Sometimes the 
men had to shuek corn till eleven and twelve o'clock at night. 


If you went out at night. the paddyrols ‘ud catch yer if yer was out aftah 


? 
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time without a pass. Mos' a the slaves was afeared to go out. 


Plenty cf slaves ran away. If they ketch ‘em they beat ‘em near to death. 


“Me 
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But yer know dey's good an' bad people every where. That's the way the white folks 
wus. Some had hearts; some had gizzards ‘stead o' hearts. 

“hen my mothera'’s master died, Je called my mother an‘ brother Major an' got 
veiteiwa an* talked so purjty. He say he so sorry that he hedn't found the Lord 
before an‘ had nuttin’ gainst hie colored people. He was sorry an' scared, but 
confessed. My mcther died twenty years since then at the age of seventy-fo'. 

She wuz very religious an' all wite folks set store to ‘er. 
Old Massa done so wuch wrongness I couldn't tell yer all of it. Sleve girl 
Betty Lilly always had good clothes an' all the priviliges. She wuz’a favorite of 
his'n. But cain't tell all? God's got ali! %e uster sing a song when he was shippin' 
the slaves to sell ‘em ‘bout "Massa'’s Gwyne Sell Us Termerrer." No, I eain't sing 
it for yer. My husban' lived on the plantation nex' to my mistress. He lived with 
a bachelor master. He tell us say once when he was a pickinnany o1' Marse Williams 
shot at ‘im. He didn't shoot ‘ems he jes’ shoot in the air an’ ol' man wuz so scagrel 
he ran home an’ got in his mammy's bed. Massa williams ueter play wif ‘ems then dey 
got so bad that they'ud run an' grab ‘is laige go's he couldn't hardly walk so when 
he sees ‘em he jes" shoots in de air. O1' Massa, he, jes' come on up ter the cabin 
an’ say "mammy whah dat boy?" She say, in dah undah the bed. Yer done scared ‘im 
to deaf? 01° Massa go on in an’ say, Boy! “hat's the mattah wid yer. Boy say, yer 
shot me master yer shot me! aster cay, aw Gwan! -- Git up an' come along. I ain't 
shot yer. I jes’ shot an' scared yer. Heh! Heh? Heh? Yessir my o1* husban' payed 
he sure was scared that day. 
Now yer take dat an' go. Fut that in the book. Yer kin make out wif dat. 
I ain't a gonna tell yer no more. Nosir. The end a time is at hand anyway. Tain't 
no use ter write a book. The Bible say when it git so's yer cain't tell one season 
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from t'other the worl's comin’ to end; here hit ic ec warm in winter that feels like 


sumer. Goodbye. Keep lookin' good an' comg again. 
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“Sngerview ef Mises Mery: — Wilson. .< ae: oa 
Portsmouth, Virginia iS a é ae 
By ~ Thelma Dunston Pag “es ’ aS 


NEGRO PICNEER TEACHER OF PORTSMOUTH, vingiiza | 

“One of the rooms in the Old Folks Home for colored 0 Portadguth, Nir- 
ginia is occupied by an ex-slave -- one of the first Hogiu_tbacheds of of Ports- 
mouth. 

On meeting Miss Mary Jane Wilson, very. little questioning was needed to get 
her to tell of her life. one her chair near a small stove, she said, “my 
Mother and Father was slaves, and when I was born, that made Me aslave. I - 
was the only child. My Mother was owned by one family, and my Father was 


~ 


owned by another family. My mother and father was allowed to live together. 


One day my father's mastah took my father to Norfolk and put him in a jail to 


stay until he could sell him. My missus bought my father so he could be with 
us." 


, "During this time I was small, and I @idn't have so much work to do. I 


‘jus helved around the house.” 


“I was in the yard one day, and I saw so many men come marching down the 
street, I ran and told my mother what I‘d seen. She tried to tell me what it =~ 
all about, but I couldn't understand her. Not long after that we was free." 

Taking a long breath, the old woman said, “My father went to work in the 
Norfolk Navy Yard as a teamster. He ‘ieean right away buying us a home. We was 
one of the first Negro-land owners in Portsmouth after emancipation. My father 
builed his owm house. It's only two blocks from here, and it still stands with 
few improvements." | 

With a broad smile Mise Wilson added,"I didn't get any teachings when I 
was a slave. When I was free, I went to school. The first school I went to. was 
held in a church. Soon they builded a sehod] building that was called, 'Chest- 
nut Street Academy’, and I went there. After finishing Chestnut Street Academy, - 
I went to Hampton Institute, In 1874, six years after Hampton Institute was 


started, I graduated." ee 


At this point Miss Wilson's pride was unconcealed. She continued her 
conversation, but her voice was much louder and her speech was much faster. 
She remarked, "My desire was to teach. I opened a school in my home, and I 
had lots of students. After tio years my class grew so fast and large that 
my father built a school for me in our back yard. I had as many as seventy- 
five pupuad at one time. Many of them became teachers. TI had my graduation 


exercises in the Emanuel A. M. E. Church. Those were my happiest days." 


